54                  MARY STUART.              ACT i.

And so commend you to your charge, and take

Mine own on me less gladly; for by this

She should be girt to ride, as the old saw saith,

Out of God's blessing into the warm sun

And out of the warm sun into the pit

That men have dug before her, as herself

Had dug for England else a deeper grave

To hide our hope for ever: yet I would

This day and all that hang on it were done.  \Exewit.

SCENE III.   BEFORE TIXALL PARK.

MARY STUART,  MARY   BEATON,   PAULET,  CURLE,
NAU, and Attendants.

Mary Stuart. If I should never more back steed

alive

But now had ridden hither this fair day
The last road ever I must ride on earth,
Yet would I praise it, saying of all days gone
And all roads ndden in sight of stars and sun
Since first I sprang to saddle, here aUast
I had found no joyless end   These*ways are smooth,
And all this land's face merry; yet I find
The ways even therefore not so good to ride,
And all the land's face therefore less worth love,
Being smoother for a palfrey's maiden pace
And merrier than our moors for outlook , nay,
I lie to say so; there the wind and sun
Make madder mirth by midsummer, and fill